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decidedly doctrinaire in its nature, and should be opposed by all 
who have the interests of the insane and of forensic psychiatry at 
heart. 


THE INDEX MEDICUS. 

We know of no more disinterested, and at the same time more 
useful, publication than the Index Medicus. The enormous extent 
to which medical journalism is carried in this country would 
seem to afford two very good reasons why the Index should be a 
success. The first is, that the confused mass of material scattered 
throughout our vast domestic medical literature is here presented 
to the student by title, enabling him both to keep pace with 
current literature and to avail himself of it in preparing his own 
contributions ; and the second is, that in virtue of this very mass 
of medical writing, the Index is furnished with ample material to 
fill its pages. 

If we add to these considerations the fact that the Index dis¬ 
covers to its readers the current medical literature of the world, 
the reasons for its success and its existence are doubled. 

Nevertleless, the future of the Index is by no means assured. 
It requires additional subscribers to guarantee its continuance. 
We are informed that if each of the medical societies and libraries 
could be induced to contribute but one subscription, it would be 
safely established. Surely the profession will not allow an 
acknowledged aid, such as this demonstrably is, to fail for lack of 
this slight assistance. 

HALLUCINATED LUNATICS AT LARGE. 

It is a recognized fact in psychiatry that hallucinated lunatics 
are the most dangerous and treacherous. The following interview 
of a Brooklyn police superintendent throws light on many myste¬ 
rious murders and assaults, and fully accounts for their compara¬ 
tive frequency : 

“ It is surprising,” said Police Superintendent Campbell, of 
Brooklyn \New York Sun], “how many men there are in active 
life who, while successful in their own business, and apparently 
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sound in general, have some vagary which, when uppermost in 
their conversation, raises a serious doubt about their mental con¬ 
dition. I have a number of such visitors, and I have been in the 
habit of sending them to the commissioners of charities, but 
recently they sent me word that if they should undertake to care 
for all the cranks it would take an asylum ten times as big as they 
have got. An intelligent man of polite address called upon me 
some months ago, and said that he had a complaint to make 
which he had put off speaking about as long as possible, but he 
was annoyed almost to death, and wanted police help. ‘ State 
your case,’ I said. ‘ Well, there is an extension to my house, and 
the roof is just off my sleeping-room. Now, every night a big 
crowd of fairies congregate there, and make every sort of mis¬ 
chief.’ ‘What?’ said I. ‘Fairies,’ he said; ‘fairies.’ ‘Oh,’ I 
said, ‘ I never saw one.’ He seemed surprised, and when I 
asked him to describe them he said they were little people of both 
sexes, about two or three feet tall, dressed in fantastic costumes 
and with funny faces. 

“ ‘ What do they do ? ’ I asked. ‘ Oh, they chatter and dance 
and play, and run to the window and make faces at me, and 
run away again. They keep it up all night, and I can’t get any 
sleep, and I’m not going to stand it any longer. It’s been going 
on now for months, and it is injuring my health.’ Seeing that the 
man was in earnest, and that the best way to take him was the 
most serious way, I said : ‘ This is an outrage, and must be 
stopped. That’s what I’m here for, and the fairies must get out 
or I will, depend upon that. Now, I ’ll investigate this matter, 
and you won’t be troubled again. You go to bed to-night and go 
to sleep, and you ’ll hear no more of the fairies.’ Three months 
passed, and the man and his story had almost passed out of my 
mind, when one day he came into my office, saying, 1 Here I am 
again !’ ‘What’s the matter now?’ I asked. ‘Fairies,’ said 
he, ‘ the same old fairies.’ ‘ Why,’ I said, ‘ I thought we had 
broken up that gang of fairies.’ ‘ Well,’ he said, ‘ after you drove 
them off I did n’t see or hear any thing more of them until last 
night, when they came back again. Now I must ask you to attend 
to them again.’ I promised him that I would, and he went 
away thanking me, and as I have n’t heard from him since I sup¬ 
pose that I have banished the spirits as successfully as before. 

“ A few days ago, a gentleman who is well known in business 
in New York, and lives in the vicinity of the Heights, called upon 
me and complained that he was intensely annoyed by boys follow- 
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ing him about, crying ‘ Cat ! cat ! cat ! ’ Every morning, he said, 
as he passed from his house to the ferry, he was pursued by boys 
uttering these cries ; that they followed him on the ferry-boat 
with their noises, and to his place of business. He only escaped 
them when he went inside to work. When he came out at noon, 
they began to annoy him again with the cries, and as soon as he 
stepped out from the restaurant where he took his lunch, the cry 
of ‘ Cat ! cat ! cat ! ’ again rang in his ears. He could not get in 
a stage, or cross the street, or step out-of-doors but that the cries 
of ‘ Cat ! cat ! cat ! ’ would reach his ears. ‘ Why do you suppose 
that you are so annoyed ? ’ I asked. ‘ Oh, I suppose it is because 
I believe in feeding all the cats that come to my place ; and when¬ 
ever I see a cat I want to feed it. I suppose when a cat’s hungry 
I’ve got to feed it, have n’t I ? ’ ‘ Certainly ; but can you de¬ 
scribe those who annoy you ? ’ ‘ Now, that’s the worst of it,’ he 

said. ‘ I have never seen them. Pshaw ! if I could see them I 
would n’t ask help of anybody. I would redress my wrongs 
myself. But these cries seem to come from invisible persons, 
right out of the air.’ I called in the captain of the police pre¬ 
cinct where my visitor lived, told him the story, and gave him in¬ 
structions to put a stop to this outrage, and that is the last I heard 
of the man haunted with the cries.” 

The same story has been told by the police officials of other 
cities, but the same public which quickly cries out for the blood 
of lunatics is as much addicted to crying out against all precau¬ 
tions for the safety of the sane. 


A SCIENTIFIC COINCIDENCE.* 

In a little book—the last probably that he wrote—Dr. Beard 
called attention in the most amiable manner to the remarkable iden¬ 
tity that exists between the words and ideas of Mr. Herbert Spen¬ 
cer’s speech upon “ The Gospel of Relaxation,” and his own words 
and ideas upon the same subject to be found in his work entitled 
“American Nervousness.” 

We reproduce Dr. Beard’s parallel columns merely to emphasize 
the remarkable similarity of ideas and even language that may oc- 

* “ Herbert Spencer on American Nervousness ; a Scientific Coincidence.” 
By George M. Beard, A.M., M.D. G. P. Putnam’s Sons. 



